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and sound judgment. The latter quality was of great
advantage, as it was an element conspicuously absent
in the composition of her husband.
She translated from the German, with great
elegance, the story of Guido Goerres, the Manger of the
Holy Night, and it was published by Burns in 1847.
The verses in it were turned with grace and facility.
Another of her books was Follow Me, a Morality from
the German, published by Burns in 1844.
The author remembers this charming old lady now
many years ago, then blind, very aged, with hair white
as snow, full of cheerfulness and geniality, laughing
over her husband's jokes, and drawing him out with a
subtle skill to show himself to his best advantage. In
his fits of depression she was invaluable to him,
always at his side, encouraging him, directing his
thoughts to pleasant topics, and bringing merriment
back to the eye which had dulled with despondency.
ash wednesday, 1853.    My dear Mrs. M	,— Among
my acts of self-research to-day one has regarded you, the
wife of one of the very few whom I would really call my
friends. Since my days of sorrow came, and self-abase-
ment, I have shrunk too much into myself, and too much
regarded the breath that is in the nostrils of my fellows.
But what have I not been made to suffer? But—and I
have sworn it as a vow—if my God grants me the life of
poor dear Charlotte, all shall be borne cheerfully. Beyond
that horizon I have not a hope, a thought, a prayer. And
now I feel relieved at having written this. It lifts a load
to tell it to you, as I should long ago to your guileless
husband had he been here to listen. But he is gone to
be happier than we, and would wonder, if he read this,
why I grieve. And then how basely have those who
vaunted themselves as my friends dealt with me. All this
I unfold to you for my relief. Do you please not to say
a word about ... or anything to vex or harass Charlotte.
She is, I thank God, well and quiet. We hardly ever go
out, save for exercise, in the parish. My thoughts go down
in MS., of which I have drawers full. But I print no more.
The friend to whose widow he thus writes died in

